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D. H. Lawrence 



Always, as I peep 

Through the ringers that cover my face, 
Something seems falling from place, 
Seems to roll down the steep. 

Is it the train, 
That falls like a meteorite 
Backward in space, to alight 
Never again? 

Or is it the illusory world, 
That falls from reality 
As we look? Or are we 
Like a thunderbolt hurled ? 

One or another 

We are lost, since we fall apart 
Forever, forever depart 
From each other. 



WAR BABY 

The child, like a mustard seed, 
Rolls out of the husk of death 
Into the woman's fertile, fathomless lap 

Look — it has taken root! 
See how it flourisheth! 
See how it rises with magical, rosy sap! 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

As for our faith, it was there 
When we did not know, did not care; 
It fell from our husk like a little hasty seed. 

Sing — it is all we need. 
Sing, for the little weed 
Will flourish its branches in heaven when we slumber 
beneath. 



OBSEQUIAL CHANT 

Surely you've trodden straight 

To the very door! 
Surely you took your fate 
Faultlessly. Now 'tis too late 

To say more. 

It is evident you were right — 

That man has a course to go, 
A voyage to sail beyond the charted seas. 

So you have passed from sight, 

And our sighings blow 
Back from that straight horizon which ends all one sees. 

Now, like a vessel in port, 
You unlade your riches into death, 
And glad are the watchful dead to receive you there. 
Let the dead sort 
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